T he T ammg of the Shre% 

Enter Katerina. 

Good morrow Kate, for that* your name T h earc. 

Kate. Well haue you heard, but fome thing hard of heaiian . 
T hey call me K atenne, that do talks of m c. ^ 6 ' 

Pet. You lye in faith, for you at c call’d plaint Kate, 

And bony Kate, and fom.imes Kate the curd: 

But Kate ,thc prettied Kate in Chriftcndome, 

Kate of Kate-lxzM, my lupcr-daincic Kate, 

For dainties at call Kates, and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kate of my confolacion. 

Hearing thy mildneflV prais’d in euery Towns, 

Thy venues fpoke of. and thy beautie founded. 

Yet not lb dcepely as to thee belongs, 

My fclfe am mou’u to woo thee for my wife. 

Kate. Mou’d in good time, let him that mou’d you hither 
Remoue you hence : I Knew you at the firft 
You were a mout able. * 

Pet. W hy, what’s amoucablc ? 

Kat, A ioyn’d lloole. 

Pet. Thou hail hit it : come fit on me. 

Kate. Alles ace made to beare, and fo are you, 

‘Pet. Women are made to beare, and {bare you 
Kate. No fuch lade as you , if me you meane 
Pet. Alas good Kate , I will not burden thee. 

For knowing thee to be but yong and light, 

Kate. Too light for fuch afwaineasyou tocatch, 
Andyetasheauieagmy waight (houldbc. 

Pet. Shold be, Ihould : buzze. 

Kate. W’elltane, and like a buzzard. 

Pet. Oh flow- wing’d Turtle /hall a buzzard take thee? 
Kate, lfora Turtle as he takes a buzzard. 

P et. Come, come you waipc, y ’faith you are too angrie. 
Kate. If I bcwafpifli, belt beware my fling. 

Pet. My remedy is then ro pluckc it out. 

Kate. I, If she ioolc could linden where it lies. 

Pet. Who kncwes.not where a Walpe does weate his fling? 
In his caile. 

Kate. In his tongue ? 

Pet. Whole tongue, 

X*tt . 


7* he Taming of the fhte^. 

rate. Yours it you talke of tailcs , and fo farewell* 
p i. What with my tongue in you taile. 

Kate. That lie trie. . r r v 

Pet I (weare lie cuffe you, if you ftnke aganie. 

Kate. So ma\ you leofe your armes. t 
If you fluke me you are no Gentleman, 

And if no Gentleman, w hy then no armes. 
cp eU A Herald Kate < Oh put me in thy bookes. 

Kate. Whatisyour Crcfl, aCoxcombef 

Pet. A combe Idle Cocke fo X/?rewillberoy non. 

Kate. No Cocke of mine youcrow too like acrauen. 

Pet. Nay come Kate come .• you mu!! not looke fo fowrc* 
Kate. It is my fafhion when I fee a Crab. 

Pet. Wiiy hcerc’i no crab , and therefore looke not fowrc, 
Kate. There is, there is. 

Pet. Then fhew it mec. 

Kate . Had I a glade , I would. 
pet. What, you meane my face. 

Knte. Well aym’d of fuch a yong one. 

Pet. Now by S. George I am too yong for you,. 

Kate. Yet you arc wither’d. 

Pet. ’Tis with cares. 

Kate. Icarcnot. 

Pet. Niy heare you Kate.In foothyou fcape notfo. 

Kate. I chafeyouifl tarrie. Lctmego. 

Pet. No, not a whit, I find you palling gentle: 

'Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and fullen, 

Andnow I finde report a very lyar: 

For thou artpleafant, gamefomc, palling courteous. 

But flow infpccch : yet iweeteas Ipring-timc flowers. 

Thou canftn«t£rowne,tbou canft not looke a Iconcc, 

Nor bite the lip, asang ie wenches will , 

Nor haft thou picafure to be crolTe in talke: 

But thou withmildndfc entcrtain’ft thy wooers, 

Wich gentie confetcnce, f® fc, and affable. 

n' iiv docs the world report that Kate dorhlimpc? 

Gh flandVous world : Kate like the hazle twig 
si Skaiqht, and (lender. and as hrouim* in Huf 



